‘Two Days in May
3 May. Dunholme lodge

Lancaster, JB134 P G-G at ts dispersal, was one of 300 ordered from AV Roe
dderton, Between June and December 1943. It had already done over 340

hours of bombing attacks , thirtcen to Berlin and many more to similarly well

defended targets in Germany and others in enemy held France efc.

1t had been damaged seven times by Anti air craft fire, had been Bombed by aircraft

flying above, attacked by German fighters and damaged at least five times, in return,

they shot down two of diem!

Today, 3 May 1944, PG-G was going through all the routine of testing, inspection

arming, in preparation for another operation and soon the bombload would be deliv

The Crew. Weary as they were , having been on “ops” the previous night were more
than “Browned OfF” to sce that they were “On’” again. They were pleased to have been
told at briefing however, that it was an “casy target” in France, called Mailly -Camp
and also that the radio op Harry Brady & the Gunners Jack Maltby & Freddy Joy,
had all been awarded the Immediate Distinguished Flying Medal. Little was made of
the fact that the attack was t0 be in mummmngv and that there at least 5 German Fighter
units on the outer m homeward tracks along the way. Just one other e “OP”
was only goi m» worth one half a Point toward the 30 needed to complete their Tour
and a long need re

3-G took off ST e o o 10 pm, with th full crew of seven on board,
p[m one extra, there to “Gain experience”

The ofiicial records show, “Nothing further was heard from this aircr aft.'

luurl\(\mw”.‘yu France. Ther had been noslcp fo th villagers on the night of the
Schoolmaster. , the y.u..w\ had been kept awake by
al roaring ,from 10pm (?7) onward of the R A F aircraft above. At about quarter To
midnight, a massive explosion from the valley just below the village is best reported
on by the Schoolmaster, but, it signalled the end of PG-G and the lives of the cight

Flight Out.... Nothing can be known positively about this from the aircraft but fragment
from un named observers It is considered however, that PG-G had reached a position
er Chateau- Thierry, 50 miles from the target when it was attacked by one of hundreds
an fighters. A running battle ensued, & the Lancaster was next spotted with two
engines on firc, over the village of Courboin where it was observed sweep away and
>ubw.|u\.nl\ h and exploded .i n the val y
rman Fighter then came down low circled the crash three times exposing his own
Awm the flames
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A Sipley, West Yorkair, My 194 dawned, after a quiet night,
with sunshine pleasant and

Granny was fast asleep, it was only 7.30 a.m and Mum was just about to
g0 out fo work and the son of the house wakened to a feeling of
apprehension, wondering why and what the day had o hold. The
‘anower was ‘Get up, 20 10 work and find out.. Normality , was already a
{hing ofthe past. A telegram t 10.308.m confirmed the fact

In the small Village of Courboin, 35 miles south west of Paris,
ormaly o became a ting of the past, about 11.45p.m on the
o8 Moy, the previous night. By that ime the drone of R A F Bombers
verhead.had long since put an end t any thoughts of sleep for the
sppromaly 20 {nhabitans. _ Within minutes, o huge explosion
most put an cnd o th villuge of Couboin a5 & wounded Lancaster
ed and exploded in the valley perhaps 200 yards festroying
it jng some remote properties almost 2000 mu‘ away. Of
the crew of § Airmen, there was no immediate sign, but as the 4% of
May dawned it became evident that all § were killed.

The new day for Courboin had begun.




Mr. Michel, of Courboin, Teacher, has written this account, whose
authenticity ve confirm

Wednesday 3rd May 1944, 10 p.m.

A beautiful Spring night, soft, starlit. The moon is shining
high in the sky. A milky clarity bathes the sleeping

countryside.

For a quarter of an hour the powerful R.A.F. bombers have been
passing over the village in a roar of thunder, pursued by

number of enemy fighters, skimming over the rooftops, clinging
onto their tails like angry, fierce, little terriers. Canon
fire, followed by burst of machine gun fire. The battle rages.

lames, an absolute torch, comes in
£ron tha Eouth Hest.
then an incredible expl
entire vlllaqe windows shatter, roof tiles tumble off, doors and
windows slam

I comprehend what has happened - very close by, one of our poor
friends has crashed to earth with its entire load of bombs. We
have to rush to render assistance if it is possible. Let us
hurry before the Boche arrive. ~ There are bound to be
parachutists to help. We shall hide them. I don't have time to
put on my jacket or my shoes, but I run. It doesn't take long
£o run 600 metres. What a signt! Below the cemetery, al
quily, an £ is b
var tuonity piaces . The heat is intense. A pungent smell fills
Hachine gun fire rattles out. Impossible to get close.
dawn. - I will be the first.
When I get c i flying very
low which circles three times above the inferno and disappears
in the night.

Thursday 4th May. I arrive as day breaks. The sight that meets
my eyes is worse than anything I could have imagined. 1In th
middle of a meadow surrounding the woods is 2 kind of huge crater
from which flames and smoke are still escaping. A copse has
completely disappeared.  The gr i5 “bupnt, | biackened,
devastated over an area more than 2000 metres wide. Within 150
metres of the site, tattered clothes hang here and there, on the
branches of mutilated trees, half-charred. Others are strewn

a crew member?
Will we ever know anything about these brave boys who gave their
youth and their life for our freedom?

a.m. Lots of people about. My daughter picks up a wad of
partly burned French banknotes, 1800 francs, which she gives to
the police. A brave woman gives me an identity tag which I shall
keep carefully. It bears the name H. BRADY R.A.F. 120.963. We
mustn't give anything to the Boche. Soon they arrive. Five of

accompanied by three French policemen. The report is
quickly made. The "Verts-de-gris" are especially keen to find
out whether ‘the English plane was brought down in aerial combat.
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Chetinn “to give them this satisfaction (no, an acoident). They

nt t the remains of the airmen into a
Smmediate burial. After all, they are only English, no et
stand on ceremony

once the Boche have left, our rural policeman arrives. A brave
man, who is to spend hours piously collecting the remains of our
unfortunate friends. I have to say that he conducted this
painful duty with laudable courage and honesty. However he
received no payment, the mayor said cynically Did you see them
this time? They came to your house".
The village wheeluright mage the coffin, in which we placed the
Fome ine of these poor crushed bodies, on the silky whiteness of
And at midday on Friday Sth May the coffin, which
was taken into the chancel of the church, soon disappeared under
an avalanche of flowers.

1 visit the parish priest who lives 5 kilometres away. We agree
that we should conduct a religious service for the English airmen
which is worthy of their sacrifice. Nothing could be too
beautiful for them. We agree on the next day, Saturday.

2 p.m., 6th May
The news has spread quickly. At the agreed time, the little
church draped in black cloth is full to bursting. Including the
school children, more than four hundred people are there. Such
a throng has never before been seen here. Two old women have
valked more then 10 Kilometres for the occasion. After the
absoluti he priest delivers the funeral oration in praise of
Sheos rocs who Aiapheyed duch suprenis and ragnificent courage,
in order to save the population of the village, to deliberately
manage to crash outside its borders.

I am at the head of the eight pallbearers. The man on my right

cerned about the presence of a "Fritz" in the village

o hant e enail oee. In fact Fight in the middle of

the square, a German officer is standing to attention and

saluting. At the cemetery, sprave of flovers pile up. The last

benediction is said over £in. take a few discreet

photographs. The ceremony is % Vhen T setarn, I ses the

Mayor shaking the hand of the Boche officer. An hour later, an

unknown hand has placed a little English flag with the words "To
our valiant airmen" on the beflowered grave.

One month later, at 11 p.m. on 8th June, I was going up to bed
when a car stopped at my door. Two “Ve
submachine guns in their hands. Tt was

years I had been repeat

out to my children "Goodbye little ones".

you don't know what to expect. This time I had committed the
crime of encouraging the Resistance by organising a big public
event for the English. I was bound to be deported.




But on 10. June, after three interrogations and two bowls of soup
which you wouldn't have offered to a dos
instead of leaving for Compiégne,

be given my freedom with these benevolent

ink! Look out! You know

=
unfortunately! We know, accursed race! The blood of the
martyrs cries vengeance!

A little true story.
An English parshittist ceme dewn in the ¥illage of Courboln. A
small ten year old boy helped to hide him. little while
afterwards, the military police arrived and questloned the 1ittl
boy.

Did you see any strangers?"

"Ro.

heiny give you some sweets if you tell us."
you."

"You can have a big bag of sweets."
"I didn't see anyone."
The military police went away, heads bowed.
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